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years without thinking much on those things. I believe
I may say that I have reflected on them fully. You
need not repeat this visit." Again, he could torment
even his beloved sailor-folk in the same way, John
Green of Aldeburgh, a boatman, said that on one
occasion he had showed himself very attentive to
FitzG-erald, doing this and that without orders.
"I suppose you think you've got the Prince of Wales
here," said FitzGerald. The next time that they were
together, Green held back. " I suppose I 'm not worth
waiting on," said FitzGerald.

Though much annoyed by any discourtesy shown
him by others, he was by no means invariably cour-
teous himself. He invited a bookseller, Mr, Read of
Woodbridge, whose shop he often visited, to dinner
on one occasion. Mr. Read appeared at the appointed
time, and was sturdily refused admittance* He re-
monstrated in vain, and finally returned home in
considerable vexation. On the following day he
received a note from FitzGerald which did not mend
matters. "I saw you yesterday when you called,"
FiteGerald wrote, "but I was not fit for company,
and felt that I could not be bothered."

He was capable of administering a humorous rebuke,
if necessary. On one occasion, in early life, he was
present at a gathering of friends; one of the company,
who was fond of titled society, aired his acquaintance
with people of importance, and told pointless anecdotes
of distinguished friends. FitzGerald listened with an
appearance of deep melancholy, and finally rose to his
feet; he lighted a bedroom candle, and at the door,
standing candle in hand, with a look of hopeless dejec-
tion, said, "I once knew a lord too, but he is dead/1

For all his philosophy, he was very quick to resent
the smallest familiarity which he felt to be undue;u
